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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


G F 


Captain Patrick Mr. 3 
Marſhal F ehrbellin, — — Mr. Davies, 
Father Luke Mr. Boorn. 
Quiz, > +. o, . Que 
Darby: Mr. Epwtts 
Olmutz, * - - - Mr. Cumrr. 
Adjutant, — — MI. GARDNER. 
Greenberg Mr. Tad uso. 
Rupert,, » = > = Mr. PALMER. 


Mr. $worDs. 
* , - p N 
Drummers, 1 Mr. NRW TON. 


* 


Nora... - Mrs. BanxtisrER. 
Flora, 9 — Mrs. MART YR. 
Mabel, - * Mrs, WBB. 


| Soldiers, Fits tie 


SCENE, near the Pruſſian Camp in Silefa, 
the Day before the grand Review in 1785. 


| The verſes marked with TORTS” commas are onitred 
ju the repreſentation, 
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LOVE IN'A CAMP. 
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AIR K 


GUPPOSE I was a coma boy, 
Od dang it, ſure I knew things; 
When girls were ſimple, cold, and coy, 
I taught em ſoon a few things. 
1 got ſo fond of frolicking, 
My aunty us'd to ſcold me; 


| To town I ran a rolicking, 


The country cou'd'nt hold me. 
A bottle firſt, 
Kick up a duſt, 
If fun I find my whim be; 
Then Langty Oodle was the garne, 
And a'n't I, fir, the pimby ? 
which 


4 


1. With 


3 
II. 
With chitterlin ſtuck out ſo ſtiff, 
And ruffies o'er my knuckles, 
Beau'd out my red ſilk handkerchief, 
My watch, and filver buckles; 
My hat, and «yes, and ſhoes ſo bright, 
Full black as any crow's look'd, 
My cheek ſo red, my teeth ſo white, 
And monſtrous nice my noſe look'd. 
Says I, oh, ho, 
Since things are ſo, 
A pretty girl the whim be ; 
Then Langty Oodle was the game, 
And ma'am a'n't I the pimby ? 


1X. 


My duck ſhe was a lady fair, 
Nor maiden, wife, nor widow; 
Says I, ye pleaſe we'll take the air; 
To Bagnigge Wells we rid oh! 
There ſweet Sal and ſyllabub 
So firm I fix d my heart on, 1 
I ſoon forgot, when full o' bub, 
Falſe Kathaleen and Cartoa. 
Sweet Sally ſighs, 
And panting cries, 
Let kiſſing now the whim be; 
Then Langty Oodle was the game, 
And how Q'ye like the p:mby ? 
: | AIR 


oF: II. Flora. 


T he tuneful birds how fweet they lng! 

How gay the dainty flowrets ſpring ! 
How light the milkmaid's brimming pail 

As chaunting in the flow'ry dale! 2 

'Tis love that wafts her blythe along, 

That Paints the flowers, and tunes the long. 


A 


- 
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AIR II--—Caprain Patrick, © 


DANS votre lit that bright parterre, . ; 
Should Flora bloom a lily fair, "4 
A ſmiling jonquil I cou'd be | 
To blow ſweet flow” r beſide of thee, : = 
Dans votre lit. | 
Or nodding on the thorny buſh, 
You droop to hide the roſe's bluſh ; ? 
The leafy umbrage make of me, 2 _ 
And in this breaſt you'll ſhelter'd be. = 
Dans votre lit, 
When ev'ry flow'r that paints the ground. + 
Throws ſmiles and odours all around, 
Sweet flow'r I'll prove thy faithful bee, 
And honey ſip from none but thee. 
Dans votre lit. 
5 2 AIR 


Flo, 


6-4-3 


TRIO IV — Darby, and Flora. 


Capt. 
Dar. 
Flo. 

Capt. 


Flo. L Lig 


Dar. 


Capt. 
Dar. 


My angel, | 
pF Little girl 3 
Who, me ? 
A moment ſtop, 

Do ſtop me at your peril; 

\- © Your tent, and then a drop, 

Nay, Sir! 
| Why ſo cold, my charmer? 
- Brilliant Rurgundy ſhall warm her. 


Capt. and Dar. My cherry, my plumb, 


Dar. 
Flo. 


Dar. 


Capi. 
Flo. 


In finger and thumb 
You ſhall fold the waiſt 
Of the bluſhing glaſs, 
My ſweet roſy Jaſs, 
While the nectar lip you taſte ; 
Such joy will I ſip 
From your ripe balmy lip 
Your charms thus J'Il claſp, 


Thus the bottle I'll grafp. 


How can you ſerve me ſo? 


Then up my dear you go: 


Do let his honor buſs. 
My fweet a moment ſtay, , 
How dare you ſerve me thus 
Upon the King's high-way ? 
* 3 Dar. 


„ 
Dar. A turnpike-man am T, 
To take King N toll, 
A kiſs; 
Flo. I will paſs by; 
Dar. You can't u pon'my ſoul ! 
Capt, My lovely Sylyan beauty! 
Flo. What ſhall I do? O, lack ! 
Dar. My Sweet, pay here the duty 
Wich a hearty ſmack. 
Pine on your fiſt, my Beauty; 
Oh, dang it, what a whack 
Your chaps may take the duty 
Of ſuch a doucing ſmack. 
All. Pize on your e. 


1 


AL V. — Captain. 


AWAY ye giddy, ſmiling throng, 
Of rempting beauties, fair and young, 
My heart be true, altho my tongue 
Shou'd ſing of lovely Hora. 
Or ſnhou'd I gaze with fond deſire, 
Shou'd breath of roſes fan the fire, 
And tho' Iona touch expire, | 
| My foul is thine, ſweet Norah. 


: vs 


The 


6, J. 
« The bonds of Hymen o'er my mind, 
% My conſtant ſoul muſt ever bind 
To that dear woman left behind, 
« My kind, my tender Norah. 
| | « But, Oh! I fear each mortal part, 
« Nay een this true, this faithful heart, 
| « Reſiſtleſs to the urchin's dart, 
| j Et 25 « hot by the eyes of Flora.“ 
1 Illuſive vapour, tranſient blaze; | 
| O, vaniſh, while I wand'ring gaze 
But ſhine like Dian's ſilver rays, 
My paſſion chaſte for Norah ! 
| Yet Hymen winks, and Venus ſmiles, 
And Paſſion ev'ry ſenſe beguiles, 
And Cupid, with his thouſand wiles, 
Aſſiſts my charming Flora! 


m i od. ct. od 
— 
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* — _ 
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AIR VI.—Darly, and Chorus of Soldiers. 


Dar. SO chearful, ſo happy, we ways of the 


blade, | 
Prepare all to meet on the ſhining 
parade. 
Then tub 
And ſcrub 
Your muſket, your belts, and your 
bayonets bright. 
Cho, We'll ſcrub, 
We'll rub 
Our muſkets, &c. / 


Dar. In ſpatterdaſh white, 
As he throws up his leg, 
Each rank and file marches a bold Scander- 
beg. 
| Tan Tarun 

The ladies admiring 

Our charging and firing, 

Our ſtanding and kneeling, 
To right and left wheeling. 


Tol lol de ral loLde lol la. 


Cho. The Ladies admiring, &c. 
Dar.. Tan Tarara, 


A ſmile 


(8) 


| a h | ; g 
| A ſmile from a woman's'a ſoldier's de- | 
light, ; 
Weld They love us, we love em, and for em 
3 we'll fight. 
Tan Tarara 
a "iq We'll jovially ſing, 
gr: Drink health to our king, 
If | Ty And make the camp ring. 
. = Tol lol de ral lol de lol la. 
1 | | Cube. We'll jovially ſing, &c. 
= { | | 803 
=_ 
| 
| ! | 
; | 
4 | 1 
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All flerce and military, 55 Y | 
Ctoſs buff belt and regimental ne, mm 
High cap; rough; and hairy; 
At our grand review; 8 
ö With Pur o on boot 
Aa the foot, 
T6 grice t the field while patetardes Mod 
Fire and ſmoke; 8 
All a joke; e \ 
8 Bullets whiz, | 
i | Bully Quiz 
Ere& as a ſturdy oak, 
On my Charger prancing s 
Rat, tat, tat, his hoofs ſhall-beat the ground; 
Grearflove and broad ſword glancing, 
galute the ladies round; 
In the gratid pas rear; up the pavement tear, 
Like { noble Colonel at my men I ſweat; = 
Hey, they fight; to the right, keep the _ 
. Guard the flank ; 
Zqunds ! I'll ſoon be a Brigadier. 


es 


AIR VIL—FINALE. 


Captain Patrick, Darby, Quiz, and Mabel. 
f | 
Dar. What,.is he gone? oh bug and bounds, 
| How near I was a thraſhing ! | 
But there's your uncle, Father Luke, 
In Berlin chaiſe come daſhing ! 
Fang 'Sdeath ! perhaps my Norah too ! 
Dar. We're in a hopeful hobble ! 
But I muſt to my awl and end, 
The matter up to cobble. _ 
Capt. Diſgrac'd; I cannot face my wife. 
Dar. + Who bid her now to come, Sir? 
Capt. And ſuch a cauſe then, Father Luke, 
Dar. My hand the prieſt V 11 hum, Sir, 
| Capt. 'Till I'm reſtor d, amuſe em both; 
3 Again my friend, I'll thank ye; 
= - HRS Dar. I wonder how is little Quiz? 
| | N LEnter Quiz and Mabel. 
Quix. I'm pretty well, I thank ye. 
| My Mabel, by the god of war, 
hh | | Js a celeſtial Houry, 
As fine a bride as man can wiſh 
3 | When here you down her dowry. 
SRP. | Mab. 


01 


Aab. Like ſciſſars hung in apton-ſtring, 
Or dangled here a locket; 
But touch my caſh, and that, and you, 
I'll put into my pocket. 


Capt. Come, come, agree 


Dar. Like man and wiſe, 

Capt. And very well you'll both do. 

Mab. Ay, by the god of war, we will, 

Quiz, Already get my oath too. 

Dar. Friend Quiz, your hand, I give you joy 
Ol ſpouſey and her riches, 


This comfort ſtill is your's my boy, 
She ne'er-can wear the breeches. 
Quiz. Then let the chine and turkey ſmoke, 
Good chear o'erſpread the table ; 
Dar. The wedding's ſuch a merry joke, 
Of little Quiz and Mabel. 2 


4 Wird 


END OF FIRST Aer. 
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A I R I. Vorab. 


5 a } 

IN camps how rough by Mars array d 
There Fate attends his wall; 

At home you hear each tender maid, 
« Ah! was he form'd to kill?“ 


In charms ſecure, the fair advance, 
And, ere an arrow flies, 

He looks around, and at each glance, 
A wounded maiden dies. | 


Oh come, my Soldier, meet roy licht, 
Full far I've come to ther; 

No foe now dares you to the fight, =- 

But gentle Love and'me. | e 


__ 


My Soldier doats on fierce alarms, 
here foes in battle join; 8 

But when the trumpet ſounds to arms, 
Oh, let him Ny to mine. 


AIR 
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AIR II. — Darby. 
I'll ſing you a ſong; faith, r m ſinging it hor, 


now; f 
I don't mean t' front either mall or big, bow- | 
wow, 


The ſubject I've choſen, i it is the canine race, 
To prove like us, two-legg'd dogs, they're a 
very fine race. % 
8 Bow, wow, wow, 
Fal, lal, la. 


/ 11. 

Like you and I, other dogs may be counted ſad 

dogs; 
As we won't drink water, ſome _—_ think us 

mad dogs : 
A Courtier is a ſpaniel, a citizen's a dull dog, 
A Soldier i is a maſtiff, a Sailor's a bull-dog. 

Bow, wow, wow, 
Fal, lal, la. 


5 1 
When filly dogs for property, _ fon, _ | 
brother, 
Grin and ſnort mighty SE, nd worry one 
another: 
Shou d they à bit of equity from Juſtice beg 
the loan of, _ 
That cunning dog the lawyer, Snap, carries 
2 the bone off. 
Bow, wow, wow, 


| Fal, lal, la. 
2 | iv. And 


IV. 


And old maid comes from church, the poor ns 
lady kinder; | 

A luſty dog her footman, with prayer-book, be- 
hind her: 

A poor boy aſks a farthing, and gets plenty of 

; good kicking, 

But Little Shock, her lap-dog, muſt have a 
roaſted chines., 


* 


Bow, Wow, Wow, 


Fal, lal, la, 


v. 


- 


&« A Poet's a al greyhound, for the public he 
runs game down, 


« ACritic is a cur that rives to run his fame 
down; #349 
60 had though he cannot follow where the no· 
dle ſport invites him, 
He ſlyly ſteals behind, and by the heel he bites 
bag .' 92 
k Bow, wow, wow, 
Fal, lal, la. 


vt. You've 


__ _ 
—_— — — 
_—_ . — 
* . 
* - 
. 


66 
Fs 


4 Von i a choice pack of friends, while to feed 
*em you are able, 


tt Tour dog for his morkel crovchts vndef 


„ OE table; F 
& n feeds turn tail in mixforcune ot dif- 
er, 
M$: But your poor faithful dog will ne'er ere 
| his maſter. 
HE 5 Bow, wow, word, 
; tel. Fal, lal, la; 


EO? 


vil. 


t& 4 rot friends turm rail the moment tiiat 


you need em, 5 0 F 
& My dog ran _ when no- longer I cou a 
« This os; ſo vngrateful; forock we on my 
___.\, 2 gaurneys. 

ä cruſt wenn back 10 the at 


torney. 
| * wow, WOW. 


Fal, lal, lal, 5 
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AIR IL Er. 
Darhty, and Father Late, 


Fa. Lu. AND oh, is he gone, wbirra ſtrua, 
poor Pat? ) 
So ſorry, [Darby ſoewmp the empty bot= 
| tle.] look here, 
AS. Lit: l I'm fo ſorry for that, 
My grief is ſo great not a tear can I cry; 
Dar. And yet, my good Sir, you've a 9 in 
your eye. | 
Fa. Lu. Go, go, 
Take your liquor away from me: 
Dar. Oh, ho! „5 
Does it give you ſuch pain? 


Fa. Lu. And ne'er bring you bangs bottle 
to me. 


Dar. No. 
Fa. Lu. No Darby, No. 


Till you've fill'd it again. 


. 


AIR IV. — Vorab. 


Wich your ſex, my ſweet Flora, your bluſhes 
forget, 
Tho' coy, you're no longer a maid ; 
In your bright burniſh'd gorget a brazen face 
| ſet, | 
Be a ball (bey allons) your parade; 


In your nice chicken gloves, as ou gallantly 
I 


While the fiddles for action prepare, 

For the dear pas de deux give the word of com- 
mand, 

And gracefully foot to the fair. 


35 


« At your meſs when poor virtue in bumpers i is 


; crown'd, 


* Tho' the toaſt gives a zeſt to each glaſs; | 


Tag When Bacchus the temples of folly has 


crown'd, 
Be the god of your favorite "7 ; 
ce Oh! ne'er let her character die in a wink, 
« F'en a chorus of laughter deſpiſe; _ 
« Your goddeſs as Pure as the wine that you 
. 
« Let your fancy exalt to the ſkies, 


111. Ag 


111. 


As far as a kiſs you may venture to toy, 
Tho? ſcarce would I venture ſo far; 

*Tis folly, not courage, a foe to , 
If we cannot well finiſh the war. 

Encounters of all ſorts my friend then forbear, 
Nor longer depend on your fan 

If you ſtrut and look big, cock * hat 

| with an air, 

You may paſs for a very fine man. 


AIR V. Quartetto—Captain, Rupert, Darhy, "a 


and Flora, 


Flo. THE lovely Fair, within chat room, my 
wife ſhall be; 

Capt. And how, Sir, are you ſure of that? 

A Oh, ſhe loves me 

Capt. 'Sdeath, Sir, what's that you ſay ? quiak, 

anſwer ſpeedily ! 
Rup. What of my Flora, tell me firſt. 
Flo. Oh, ſhe loves me 


- 


Capt, 


e 
Capt and Rup. She loves thee ! 
Dar. | He loves ſhe: 


Flo. And for jad ſweet * you, Sir L or, 79%, | 


II ſee. 
Dar. To 'em, my little Cock-4-nouns ; ; Oh, 
you're my Gramachree. | 


Capt. 3 What, my Love love thee ? 


* 


Together. 


Flo. e, Ay, thy Love loves me— 
Dar. Knock their heads together— | | 


Dar. Sir, leave me out---a wicked gk our 
little Gramachree 

Kup. and Capt. Satisfaction you — give, 
moſt ſurely now to me. 

Flo. Fire or fword, when Love's the word, 
have at you, one, two, three 

Dar. Oh, what a tearing Her, our little 

Gramachree! 


* 


* 


* 1 


60. © Have at you, one, two, three. 


* 


So pretty was all things about me, 


Oh, then was poor Darby confounded, 


My wooden leg be my Shilela, 


1 
AIR VI. erh. AK. 


THIS fohting i is all a mere folly, 
A man looks fo odd when he's dead ; 


Beſides, I'd be quite melancholy 


If Quizzy ſhould blow off my head. 
| Sing Ditheram doodle, &c. 


| 2 1 
Sweet Kathaleen, why wou'd you pout me, 
A lad once ſo coſey and warm? 


My cabbin and ſnug little farm! 
Sing Ditherum doodle, &c. 


111. 


The cock by his hens was ſurrounded, 
The pigeon got kiſſing the dove; 


It put me in mind of my love. 
Sing Ditherum doodle, ce. 
| ww. 9 
As honor in battle may fail, —a 
Gold chain I ſhall never command; 


I'll carry my leg in my hand. ; 
Sing Ditherum doodle, &c. 


AIR 85 


Caps. © 


* ( 22 ) 


AI R VII. F „ Patrick, Darby, 
Father Luke, Quiz, Mabel, Flora, and Norah. 


Oh now let the drum 0 
Beat company come, 
And let the clarionets play; 
And, oh, little fife, 
Now whiſtle for life, 


While merry we foot it away. 


For Fortune turns her wheel, 
And with us ſhe'll dance a reel; 
The late whining fellow, 
Now jovial and mellow, 
To jollity ring a peal. 
| . 
As ſure as a gun 
We'll ſhew you ſuch fun, 


As never was ſeen before; 


Like officers ſwear, 
And tatter and tear, 
And like a canon we'll roar. 
Quiz ? 
Darby, did you call ? 
Ye devils, howloud ye bawl ; 
To houſe, bed, and table, 
Of Quiz, 
And poor Mabel, 
You're heartily welcome all. 
Oh, now let the drum, &c, 
Flora. 


'( 23) 
111. 
Flora. Oh, maidens, take care, 
9 By xample beware 3 

If ruin you'd wiſh to ſnun; 
Norab. Nor truſt to your charms 
| When once from your arms 
* You ſuffer your ſpouſy to run; 


| Flora, Like birds held in a ſtring; 
1 They U hopabout, then take wing, 
Norah, From twig to bough flying, 


Your ſobbing, your crying, 
Ne'er back can the wanton bring. 
Oh, now let the drum, &c. 


£5 IV. 
F. Luke. A ſad wicked place, 
| A very fad caſe, 
Here nothing I'll get to do. 
Child, put on your cap, [to His. 
And here is a flap ; f 
I'll marry that younker [fo Rupert] 
and you; f | 
If you don't take't amiſs [to Mab. 
I'd like to bury poor Quiz 
Without any money ; 
Your hand, my dear honey, | 
4 ID Quin. 
So much I like your phiz. 
Oh, now let the drum, &c. 
| v. And 


A 


wa * 1 . ” 4 

© #+ % # E 8 4 ' 

» 4 5 1 5 - 

s 4 x 

* * * * * * l 
[4 24 g , | 


— «1, ® * | . * 1 . 4 


* . » * 4 


+ Dory.” And now, my friends, may 
F Tour Poor Soldier ſay 2 
2 Saad in our Poet's behalf? * 
Oh, do not then try 
| FT , To make the boy ry "ml 
W bo ſo often has made you lau: 
. : .. Succeſs we cannot command. 
But let your merciful hand 
No lend us a volley, LN 
eh 


— 


Foo the honor of Old England. 
benen | 


